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In St. John's College the cloisters are now
strutted with timber, but the famous garden,
with its lawns of golden-green velvet and its
massed borders of fuchsias and asters, shows no
symptom of war.

Passing by the iron gates of Trinity, which
is strangely combining the instruction of the
Officers' Training Corps with a clergymen's
conference, I find Blackwell's bookshop still
wearing the serene, untroubled face which it
managed to preserve throughout World War
No. i. With academic impartiality, its furthest
window displays, side by side, Christian Paci-
fism Re-examined, by Cecil John Cadoux, and
Leonard Woolf s latest publication, The War
for Peace. Even the incongruously modern
extension of the Bodleian Library at the Holywell
end of Broad Street has somehow failed to over-
shadow the ancient imperturbableness of Black-
well's. A strong smell of ether unexpectedly
emanates from the new chrome-yellow building;
it is explained by the temporary presence of "The
Emergency Blood Transfusion Service", which
announces itself, in large and appropriately
scarlet letters, as functioning within.

New College, which was my husband's and
should have been my brother's, I discover to be
still behaving as a college, where undergraduates
are expected in a fortnight for the Michaelmas
Term- Later, I shall learn from one of its dons,